
Valery Gore, Old winter town
Falling peace on the brow of aYoung man nowThe lake froze over theIce went cracking andCovered this purple lip frownA fish net, holyA stocking blood red and itPeeks at the elders when they walk byAnd itsSo cold at midnight when yourBody goes untiedCan you imagine a way to surviveDont go walking into seas that areNot mine to haveI think Im gonna stay homeHis mother bought a ticketA fly-away permit to a man half her ageHis father bought a car, lot will heTry to forget how the wheels are screechingOn the pavementNobodys sleeping when theDark skiesScreamingThe back fields are blowing like aStrong boys breathOld man Howard keeps a gunAt the back doorThe trees propose a haunting figureSilhouetted on the hillsideYou think Im joking(The ice breaks throughSaw a ghostly hand write aMessage to a stateman)One day the world will drown
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